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LIFE ON  THE ST
'.    I
so low I was desperately afraid I cot for the play, and for the white mouss the croquet-party of the first act I wai very cheap department store, a fact the claimed aloud from every inch of it dresses were the novelty of that seasoi I found a modestly priced dark-gray s jacket that I could wear over a blac two acts. The other two dresses I lucki robe, and when my new shoes, a long pairs of gray gloves were laid into basket, I had in the whole world $2.38 to live until my first week's salary carr that last awful day before the open] suffering bodily as well as mentally. I ing attack of pleurisy. My mother hac left a message at the first house that sign. He came; he was far gone i obstinate, almost abusive — to be brie shockingly; another doctor had to be • treat the hideous blisters the first had ] tight closing of dress-waists about me yet forgotten. But what was that to 1 the icy chill, the burning fever, the could not swallow food — I could not! over me while, with tear-filled eyes, I beaten egg, and then she was guilty c travagance of buying two chops, of ^ cup of broth, and fearing a breakdoi without food five such acts as await< forced me to swallow it to the last < was on and I was ready to start. I alwj good-by, and that night my lips were with fright that they would not mov head for a moment upon her should silently with one hand and opened t